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The Dak traveller, leaving Sattara in the
evening, dawn sees him at the foot of the
stupendous Ghauts, on which has been
cut the road leading to the Mahabulesh-
war Hills. Winding along the steep
brows of lesser Ghauts, piled as it were to
oppose the desecrating foot of man, the
scene becomes rich in its features of sub-
lime and fertile loveliness; each Ghaut
being thickly wooded, from its pale purple
and sunlit brow, to where the gathering
and snowlike wreaths of fleecy clouds con-
ceals its union with the Lowlands. On
either side of the curving pathway, rich
and graceful trees, festooned with a variety
of blooming creepers, charm the eye;
while about their knaiied roots, as if
hurled by the thunder-armed power of the
giant storm, lie massive fragments of time-
stained rocks, crushing the verdure on
which they fell, until time has again, with
tenderest touch, encouraged fragile and
flowery weeds to spring from their dark
clefts, and sun their sweet heads in the
passing breeze.